Power Games 


Author: dragonspell 


Bands: Guns N Roses 


Characters: Axl Rose, Slash, Duff McKagan 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Mar 20 2005 16:05:31 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Power Games 


Author's Notes: 
Axl/Slash; Duff/Slash. Duff POV. 


Power is such a funny thing. Its so..l don't know..powerful, you know? Ha ha. That sounds stupid, doesn't it? But 
its true. Everyone wants it, | suppose, one way or another. But it's one of those things that very few people 
have. One of those things that very few people should have. 


That's one of the things about the whole early punk, movement, you know? The wrong people with the wrong 
power? Just wasn't working, man. Things had to change. 


Nothing changes like that, though. Takes too much work to change the world-not many want to even try. H's 
fucking bullshit, you know? 


| know | didn't try. | had a chance to fight, but | didn't. Just watched from the sidelines. 


But..l think it might have worked out better this way. For me, at least. Because | love him, you know. But | love 


everybody-that's what he says. Hey, | say back, I'm just a loving kind of guy. 


Love him most, though. When he's spread underneath me, his hips right there, working with me... Really love 
him, then. 


But, yeah, power. 

Very few people should have power, you know? Actual power. Just doesn't suit the world. You need someone 
that knows how to operate it, you know? Someone that's good at that kind of shit. Otherwise, things tend to go 
a bit..crazy. 

Should have seen it coming, you know? Could have seen it coming if | hadn't been so fucked up. 

Nature abhors a vacuum, you know. And that's what we were. Nothing left, inside, so fucking empty. We were 
a tornado with no center, no control, nothing there. You couldn't enter, you couldn't leave, and nothing happened. 


Everything was changing outside, though. All this pressure building up. 


And people really can't take that kind of pressure. Soon enough, you hull is going to crack. Ours didn't just 
crack; it burst right open, all this shit pouring in from all sides. Denial can't really patch that up, you know. 


Changes from the inside can help. If they're the right kind Others just make it worse, you know? And we went 


through some major changes. 
It all seems so obvious now, looking back. All kind of inevitable, you know? ..Unavoidable? 


Speaking of unavoidable-dude, you ever walk in on someone? It's inevitable when you live in close quarters! Ha 
hal Eventually, it's going to happen and it's fucking embarrassing 


Last one | walked in one was them, you know? Just like..wow. Embarrassing as shif, Let me tell you. But.. 


fantasies for months. Had to take a lot of cold showers. 
He was so wild Untamed. He's mine now. | tame him. Never saw that from him before. Really opened my eyes. 


Actually, that one was avoidable, if it'd been thinking. We knew that they were in there together. | certainly 
wasn't thinking afterwards! 


Hey. | remember the first time any of us got a clue. Long time ago, you know. Very long time. It was Steven 
that noticed, surprisingly enough. ..But, maybe not so surprising now that | think about it. Back when he wasn't 
so involved with those fucking drugs, he was kind of sensitive to Slash's moods like that, you know? 


And suddenly nice, level Slash was very mercurial. Always up and down, you know? So fucking happy one minute 
and so fucking pissed the next. All depending on the proximity of Axl. Steven had rolled his eyes one day after 
Slash startled us all by storming out of a room in a search for Axl. He'd said, "Love fucking bites, Slash." 


Iz and |, we thought he was smoking too much and told him so. "Man," | laughed. "You're fucking high” 
Steven shrugged. "Whatever, man. He's in love” 

"With the chick last night?" Izzy scoffed. 

‘Love at first sight!" | added. 

Steven hunched his shoulders. “Fine. Don't believe me." 


| clapped him on the shoulder. "We're just teasing, man. You could be right." Steven smiled and everything was 
right in the world again. 


Never occurred to Iz and me to ask exactly who Steven thought Slash was in love with. 


Love is power, you know. Hold love over someone, you hold power over them. Depending on how far you can 


take it, maybe absolute power. 


People do that so much-walk all over the ones they love. That's such fucking bullshit. You're supposed to treat 
the people you love with respect, you know? That's why it's called ‘love’ Treat ‘em with respect. You don't try 
to force them to do what they don't want. 


"Don't be a bitch, Slash!" Axl had snapped. They didn't see me right away. Slash was snarling, twisting away 
from Axl as best he could considering Axl had a death grip on Slash's hair. Axl wasn't going to let Slash get too 
far. 


"| fucking said no!" 


"| don't see what your fucking problem is-" And | swear to God, Axl's next move was straight out of the 


fucking Exorcist, twisting his head right around to glare at me. "What the fuck you looking at, Duff?" 
I'd held up my hands and slowly backed out. You just didn't mess with Axl like that, you know. The door 
slammed as soon as | was out, but | could still hear them. Couldn't make any words out or anything; it was all 


kind of mashed together with Axl getting shrieky and Slash getting pissed. 


Slash must have given in, eventually, to whatever Axl wanted. He always did. And Axl was so fucking happy the 
next day. Slash had apparently taken it all with a philosophical shrug and let it go. He always did that too. 


That just seemed to be how they worked, you know? Give and take with Slash doing most of the giving and Axl 
doing a whole lot of taking. Don't mess with the formula, right? And it worked for a long time. 


Until the changes-pressure and all that. The whirlwind came and we all responded in our own way-lz went and 


hid and Axl rode it to the top. Totally separate directions, you know? Steven didn't make and | almost didn't. 
Slash..Slash was just Slash. Slash was too lost in fucking la-la land so much of the time, he didn't notice 


problems unless they were shoved under his nose. 


| was even worse, though, so | can't be too hard on Slash. Took my body fucking exploding and shutting down 


before | woke up. 


By then, absolute power had corrupted absolutely. We'd all changed and our system of checks and balances 
were gone. Those are important, you know, in any governing body. We existed in a dictatorship and you already 


know who our own Napoleon was. 


We should have fought for Steven a bit more, you know. Staged a rebellion? | still feel kind of guilty about that. 
Probably just would have broken us up sooner, though. Axl'd had it in for Steven since day one, | suppose. But 
he'd wanted Slash bad enough to deal with it at the time. After the changes, though, the drug addiction was 


just an easy excuse. 


Axl really railroaded us after that, hiring, firing, bringing that traveling freakshow on tour with us. It was a 
fucking circus, you know? Felt like you could get lost in your own fucking band and we didn't seem to matter 


anymore. 


When Axl made Izzy leave, | was too fucked up to notice. Should have fought that, too. | know | would have 
fought if I'd been aware. | hope | would have; its easy to say it now. Slash fucking pitched a fit, though. He 
thought losing Izzy was a bad idea and trashed more than a few hotel rooms because of it. But he stayed. 
Stayed with Axl. Apparently the sex was still good or something, you know? God knows M stick around for 
awhile for a few great fucks. 


After the tour, though, after the tour, Axl wasn't around so much. And that was his mistake. His amassed 


power made him a solo act and he just drove the rest of us away. Drove Slash away, drove me away. 


The end, the big fucking finale, was that damn song for that movie. Something about vampires? Well it bled us, 
all right, fucking sucked us dry. 


Everything had to be Axl's way-anyone else's opinions weren't even considered afterthoughts. Slash just 


bucked, you know? 


| fucking hate that song. Remind me too much of all the stupid fights we had in the studio, over the phone, 
anywhere really-the ones that were always Axl against the world Somehow, no matter the odds, he always 


seemed to win, too. 


Because we let him. If | would have fought back, maybe something could have been worked out. But | let it 
slide, just fucking gave up. | was the last one. Believed in Axl right up to the end but eventually even | had to 
give up. And that fucking hurt. 


Took a lot to get me over that. But, then again, | had help. 


His hair is smooth under my fingertips as | gently pet him, my thoughts still a whirlwind but slowing. He's 
rising slightly with each breath | take, but he's fast asleep-gorgeous as always. And | can thank Axl for him. 


Axl pushed him away, said he didn't need him anymore. Axl thinks he is Guns N' Roses. Didn't always, but he 
sure does now. The band, though, it just wasn't the same without Slash and never will be. After he left, | 
couldn't live that double life, anymore. 


Slash had given it one last shot, going over to Axl's to plead his case, but the gates wouldn't budge-closed to 
him. Then he showed up on my doorstep, like a lost puppy. | had wrapped him in a big hug, holding him with all 
my strength and | could hear his ribs creak. He was hurting and it was my first instinct. 


Didn't realize he'd respond the way he did. One thing led to another and it was good. He was good. So good. 
But, yeah, power. Axl had power. Power over us and he used it to drive us out. Wrong power with the wrong 
person, you know? He still has power, | suppose, but it's not us anymore. | love the memory | have of him, 
always will, but it's not him anymore. 

He doesn't have that peculiar power over Slash anymore. He can't make Slash give in to capricious whims-not 
when Slash is here sleeping on my chest. That kind of power belongs to just me now. And | won't abuse it. | 


promise him, the world, and anyone that fucking cares. 


How can | be sure? That | won't change? Be corrupted? That's easy: it's because he has the same power over 


me. | let him and we promise not to hurt each other. That's power too, you know? The power of surrender. 


Power's such a funny thing. 


